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I HAVE been staying with a friend in Yorkshire, in
an out-of-the-way place, and I have seen a good
deal of the parish clergyman there, who is rather
a pathetic person, I think. It seems to me that he
belongs to a type which is perhaps becoming more
common, and the fact makes me somewhat anxious
about the future of the Church of England, because
it is a type that does not seem to me to correspond
to the needs of the day at all. He was, I believe,
the son of a solicitor in a small country town; he
was educated at a local grammar-school, and went
up to a small Cambridge College ; here he took
a pass-degree, and then went into a Theological
College, of a rather advanced High-Church type.
Having received a so-called classical education, he
had no particular intellectual interests. He was
not an athlete; he worked just enough to secure a
pass-degree, and spent his time at Cambridge in
mild sociability. He takes no interest in politics,
books, art, games, or even agriculture. Just when
his mind began to expand a little he went off to the
Theological College, where he was indoctrinated
with high ecclesiastical ideas, and formed a great
idea of the supreme importance of his vocation.
He had no impulse to examine the foundations
of his faith, but he meekly assimilated a large